Adventures of 





Ranger 


by Sallie Luther 

There was trouble brewing in Deep Green 
Wood. Big trouble. It was nothing that Rick 
could put his paw on. It was just that the friends 
were acting so unfriendly. He skipped a stone 
across icy Clear Creek. What in the world was 
wrong? Angry voices from upstream broke into 
his thoughts: 

“You stepped on me!” 

“I did not!” 

“You did too, with your big fat feet!” 

“I wouldn't get close enough to step on you, 
you stinky old skunk!” 

“Well, I'd rather be a skunk than a mule-eared 
stump jumper!” 

Becky Hare and Odora Skunk were nose to 
nose, paws on hips, and madder than two wet 
hens. Rick hurried over to the angry animals. 

“Becky, Odie! Calm down,” said Rick. “Yelling 
won't solve anything. It's much better to sit 
down quietly and...” 

But Odie was in no mood to be quiet. “Who 
asked you to butt in, Mr. Know-It-All?” she 
snapped. Rick couldn't believe his ears. By now 
other animals were gathering around. 

“What's happening?” asked Ollie Otter. 

“What's wrong?” questioned Zelda Possum. 

“Fight! Fight!” squealed Sammy Squirrel. 

“Is it dinnertime yet?” yawned Cubby Bear. 
His nap had been ruined by the noise. 

“Somebody had better tell me what's going 
on — and fast!” demanded Rick. But nobody 
spoke up. 

Finally Morgan Mockingbird flew forward. 
“You see, Rick, it’s like this. While you and 
Cubby were away last fall, we started talking. 











You're our leader, no doubt. But... well... 
some of us think you should have an assistant. 
You know, sort of like a deputy. The only prob- 
lem is, we can't agree on who” 

Sammy broke in, twitching his tail in excite- 
ment. “I think / should be deputy 'cause Pm the 
best climber” 

“But / can fly,” chirped Morgan. 

“But /'m the best swimmer,” said Ollie. 

“But /ve got my weapon,” Odie answered. 

“But /’m the fastest runner,” added Becky. 

“Hold it, hold it,” said Cubby, shoving 
through the crowd. “/ should be deputy 
because / can always find us something to eat. 
And anyway, I’m the strongest.” 

The yelling started all over again. Rick shook 
his head. His pals . . . his friends. They sounded 
just like angry people. 

“Come on, Chester,” he muttered to his chip- 
munk friend, “let's get out of here. It’s quieter 
down by Shady Pond.” The two walked away, 
but nobody noticed. And nobody noticed the 
stranger who stepped from the forest. 

“My, my, my. So this is the happy life in Deep 
Green Wood. If I'd wanted to hear fussin’ and 
fightin’, Pd have stayed home.” 

The newcomer was a sleek red fox with a 
big bushy tail and a mischievous smile. Odie 
was the first to recognize her. 

“Scarlett!” she said. “What are you doing 
here?” She, Morgan, Rick, and Cubby had met 
the fox in June on the Appalachian Trail. 
“You're a long way from home.” 

The fox's sınile slipped away and she bared 
her teeth in a nasty growl. “That's a mighty sore 


subject,” she snarled. “I had to get out while 
the gettin’ was good. Say, do y all have anything 
to eat around here? Pm hungry enough to 
eat...” she looked around for Morgan, “you,” 
she joked with her bird friend. 

The animals' feud was forgotten as they 
hurried to find Scarlett some food. Cubby 
rushed off to pick some berries. Ollie 
brought some freshly caught crayfish. 

Sammy scampered to his acom pantry. Zelda 
carried over two apples. Then, in between 
big bites of food, Scarlett told her story: 

The fox's family had lived for many years in 
a beautiful part of Virginia. There had always 





been open fields crisscrossed with old stone 
walls, rolling hills capped with patches of 
forest, and lots of farms. There had always 
been plenty of room for plenty of wild animals. 
Then things had started to change. 

One after another the farms and fields were 
bought up for housing developments. The old 
stone walls were knocked down, and the for- 
ests were cut. The fields became backyards 
and driveways. 

Scarlett began to pace in anger. “Move to the 
country! Move to the country! Everyone wants 
to move to the country! Virginia's got some of 
the best farmlands around. But what are they 
growin'? Split levels and townhouses! And 
what are all those people going to eat? One day 


you've got a nice field growin’ corn. The next 
day its growin' barbecue pits and lawn 
mowers. Gobble up all the farmlands and that's 
what you get!” 

“But, Scarlett” spoke up Zelda, “people need 
homes for their families, same as animals.” 

“I know, I know,” snapped the fox. “But why 
do they have to have all the places? Why must 
the animals always have to move out? What 
happens when there's no place for us to move 
to? All those people keep takin' up all the 





room. Pretty soon there's no more country. 
Then where do we live — in two-car garages?” 
She plopped back down next to Odie. “Well, 
not this fox. No way! | got to thinkin’ about 
what y'all had said last June . . . about how 
nice it was here in Deep Green Wood. So I just 
let my footsies do the walkin’.” 

Scarlett's tale was interrupted by a frantic 
Chip! Chip! It was Chester giving his warning 
call. He was gasping for breath and running 
as fast as his little legs could carry him. 





“Quick! Its Rick!” he cried. “We were sliding 
_ on the ice at the pond. He broke through and 
fell in. I think he’s drowning!” 

The animals raced back to Shady Pond. Sure 
enough, in a large hole in the ice struggled 
Ranger Rick. He was trying to keep afloat. 
Cubby started to move to help his friend. But 
the thin ice cracked under his weight. 

“Cubby, stop,” warned Zelda. “You're way 
too heavy. You'll fall in too.” 

“I can get him,” said Ollie. 

“You're not strong enough,” said Odie. 

“TI fly for help,” called Morgan. 

“Til run get a rope,” said Becky. 

“By the time yall finish flappin’ your lips, 
Rick's going to be a goner. Now everybody 
listen up.” Scarlett barked out orders like a drill 
sergeant. “Sammy, run fetch a warm blanket or 
somethin’. Cubby, you’re anchorbear. Stay here 
on the bank. Ollie, Odie, Becky, Zelda . . . lie 
down on the ice real easy and link paws. Every- 
body be as still as you can. But when I say 
pull, y'all pull!” 

The fox inched out onto the frozen pond. 
She tested each spot carefully with a front paw 
before putting her weight on it. When she was 
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as close as she dared get to Rick, she stretched 
out flat. The raccoon was now so numb from 
the icy water that he could barely move. 

“OK, Odie,” Scarlett said quietly, “grab hold 
of my tail and hang on tight.” She stretched 
her long nose out over the hole in the ice. 
Then she closed her teeth gently on the end of 
Rick’s ringed tail. “Pwul,” the fox called through 
her clenched teeth. And all pulled as hard as 
they could. 

Inch by slow inch the raccoon slid out of the 
bitter cold water and up onto the ice. It sagged 
and creaked, but it held. 

As soon as Rick was safely on shore, Sammy 
scurried up. He had found a brightly colored 
scarf dropped by a hiker in the woods. “That's 
mighty pretty, Sam,” said Scarlett, “but it's not 
going to do the trick. What this cold critter 
needs is a big, warm blanket.” 

“Well, I can give him that,” spoke up Cubby. 
He wrapped Rick in his big, furry arms and 
hugged him close to his warm body. Ollie and 
Becky rubbed Rick’s cold paws and feet. In a 
few minutes, the raccoon’s teeth stopped chat- 
tering. He no longer looked like a furry ice 
cube. The Ranger was out of danger. 

Later, the friends had gathered outside of 
Rick’s hollow oak home. He could be heard 
rustling around inside. “Hey, you guys,” he 








called down from inside the tree, “did you ever 
decide who should be deputy?” 

The friends had forgotten all about that in 
their panic over Rick's accident. “Well, as 
‘spokesbird’ for this bunch,” chirped Morgan, 
“Tve got something to say. Our new friend 
Scarlett has lost her home. And today she 
showed more smarts than any of us.” 

“Right” “Yep.” “You bet,” agreed the animals. 

“So... ,” Morgan went on, “Td like to nomi- 
nate Scarlett Fox as the newest member of the 
gang in Deep Green Wood. And I nominate her 
as deputy! All in favor, say...” 

“AYE!” called the animals all together. 

By then Ranger Rick had joined them. “I 
couldn't agree more,” he said, smiling. 
“Welcome, Scarlett. And to make it official, Pd 
like you to accept this little gift” Out from 
behind his back Rick pulled the scarf that 
Sammy had found. On it Rick had sewn the 
initials S E 

“Why, Ranger Rick, bless your heart!” said 
Scarlett, tying the scarf around her neck. 

“And,” Ranger Rick added, “Pd like to make 
a New Year's resolution. P'd like to resolve that 
there be no more arguing!” 

“AGREED!” cheered the animals, the best of 
friends once more. ¿8 





